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Summary: Inspired by the second ending of Hyoukaa€""The Mystery about 
You." Two notorious criminals in Kamiyama City, referred to as 
"Moriarty" and "Lupin." Two bright and new detectives, eager to catch 
them. The last game between the master criminals and the detectives 
begins. Setting based on Victorian England but time is in modern 
years . 


1 . PROLOGUE 

_Inspired by the second ending of Hyoukaa€""The Mystery about You." 
Two notorious criminals in Kamiyama City, referred to as "Moriarty" 
and "Lupin." Two bright and new detectives, eager to catch them. The 
last game between the master criminals and the detectives begins. 
Setting based on Victorian England but time is in modern 
years ._ 

**A/N: Hello, everyone! This is my first time uploading a story, even 
though I've been stashing fanfics in my computer for years... I'm not 
sure how long this will turn out, but I rarely write short stories. 
But more importantly, it took a lot of courage, so I truly, sincerely 
hope you enjoy it!** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>PROLOGUE<strong> 

The hearth is glowing dimly. Through the slit created by the silk 
curtains, the moonlight peeks in, sneaking into the clandestine 
rendez-vous. A short, old man, slightly bald with wisps of white hair 
curling down at the edges of his polished head, stands while giving 
his back to the fire. A thick cigar is between his aggressive teeth. 
Gazing into the dark side of the room, the man walks toward the 
wooden table in front of him. His rather big size causes his frame to 
sway from side to side with each movement. He places the cigar on the 



ashtray . 


"Have you brought what I have requested?" 

By the curtains, the slender silhouette of a young man can be seen. 
The stealthy streak of moonlight reveals his maroon top hat. "Yes, 
sir," he speaks politely. Immediately, a charming smile spreads 
across his lips, and his amber eyes flash with a childlike mischief. 
"But, may I ask, sir, why are you in need of these precious 
jewels ? " 

"For wealth, of course," the old man replies. 

"Do you not have enough of that already, sir?" The young man 
exclaims, spreading out his arms rather histrionically to gesture at 
the entire room. Behind him, there is a tall and wide bookshelf. And 
another motionless man is leaned against it. The black top hat and 
cape make him a part of the shadows as he watches the exchange 
silently . 

"Wealth never satisfies, my dear Lupin, " the old man says with a 
grin. His teeth are yellow and crooked. "Now, kindly hand over the 
jewels to me . " 

"I am afraid not, sir." The supposed Lupin turns his back, keeping a 
smile on his face. 

"What?" 

"In facta€"" Lupin wheels around, and suddenly, a set of colorful 
jewels is inside his gloved palm. "a€"I am extremely indebted to you, 
since I will be taking more from your possessions, sir." 

The old man's face distorts in ire. "Youa€"! How dare you steal my 
jewels?! Give them back!" He yells and waddles towards the young man. 
"Obey me! You work for me right now! I am your client, and therefore, 
you listen to _my_ orders!" 

"I feel that there has been quite of a misunderstanding here, my dear 
sir." Lupin replies with a dangerous snicker as the old man's furious 
expression closes in. "We do not work for anyone. Especially not for 
the greedy and the rich." 

Lupin raises his gloved hand and tips his maroon hat. He jumps into 
the air with his black cane, landing lightly behind the old man after 
a graceful somersault. His hat is still on his head. The old man 
grunts and swings his enormous fist. With a blinding speed. Lupin 
strikes the cane onto the old man's side and rolls once on the carpet 
before steadying himself, putting some distance between them. 

The angered client clutches onto his aching side and rushes towards 
Lupin. With the cane. Lupin rapidly yanks onto the carpet. The old 
man loses his balance, and his head slams against the wooden desk 
beside him. He collapses onto the floor, a trail of blood visible on 
his wide forehead. Lupin looks down at him with a triumphant and 
compassionate smile. 

The other man in the black cape finally moves. When he arrives beside 
Lupin, he stares silently at the old man's unconscious face. 

"...So... was it actually necessary to do this?" he asks in a 



monotonous voice. 


Lupin rolls his eyes at his partner. "Oh, come on. I didn't kill him. 
Now _that_ would have been unnecessary. Didn't you see? He barged 
onto me first! I had to defend myself." 


2. Declaration of War 

**A/N: Just before the story begins, I want to clarify some details I 
modified. Though I know that Houtarou is Arsene Lupin and Satoshi is 
James Moriarty in the second ending, I exchanged their characters for 
two reasons. First, I am more inclined to considering Moriarty as the 
archenemy of Holmes, and since Eru is Holmes, I thought giving 
Moriarty 's role to Houtarou would be more fitting. Second, I picture 
Lupin as more playful than Moriarty, so I gave Lupin's role to 
Satoshi . ** 

**Enough of my babblea€"here it goes!** 

Disclaimer: I do not own the characters or anything related to 
_Hyouka_. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter l<strong> 

* *-Declarat ion of War-** 

The street is bustling, even though the sun is yet to rise high into 
the clear, blue sky. Standing on the cobblestone ground, a newspaper 
hawker has a thick stack of papers under one of his arms. His other 
arm is raised high and sways busily from side to side, trying to 
catch the attention of the passersby. 

"Extra! Extra! Lupin and Moriarty strike again!" He yells, waving a 
newspaper in hand. "Lupin and Moriarty strike again! Read all about 
it ! " 


A young woman stops upon hearing the newsboy's words. A wide and dark 
blue hat, decorated with flowers and feathers, covers her black hair, 
delicately tied up into a bun. She wears an elegant sapphire dress. 
The woman quickly approaches the boy. 

"May I have a newspaper, dear sir?" 

The newsboy grins. "180 yen, please, Ojou-sama!" 

"Here you go." 

"Thank you so much!" 

The woman takes the newspaper and reads the front page. The bold and 
flashy headline reads, _LUPIN AND MORIARTY LEAVE NO TRACE AGAIN! 
_Beneath, there is a photograph of an old man and his empty jewel 
boxes . 

After rapidly skimming through the article, she purses her lips and 
folds the newspaper twice as she resumes her walk. Each step turns 
faster. She arrives in front of a small building with wooden doors 



and knocks twice. 


A voice comes from inside. "Who is it?" 

"It's me, Mayaka-san!" The woman exclaims. 

The wooden doors fling open, and another young woman with brown bob 
hair welcomes the visitor delightfully. "Good morning, Chii-chan! You 
are a bit late today. Did you decide to walk again?" 

"Yes." Eru takes off her hat as swiftly as possible and follows 
Mayaka into what looks like an office. There are tall bookshelves 
beside a humble, wooden desk. The space is simple and austere. 

"What happened? You look a bit agitated, Chii-chan, " Mayaka notes, 
raising an eyebrow. She disappears into the compact kitchen. "Would 
you like a cup of coffee?" 

"No, thank you, Mayaka-san. Look!" Eru drops the newspaper on the 
desk. Returning beside Eru with a warm cup of coffee, Mayaka looks at 
the headline. Displeasure flickers across her face. 

"Again?!" Mayaka cries, "Stealing from innocent people again, those 
criminals ..." 

"So I just had an idea, Mayaka-san!" Eru suggests, her violet eyes 
shining with determination, "Now that we have finally initiated our 
detective business, I think we should officially proclaim 'war' on 
Moriarty and Lupin!" 

"That's a great idea," Mayaka agrees, smiling. She takes a sip of 
coffee. "Chii-chan, do you want to contact the newspaper 
office? " 

"Yes. Meanwhile, you should change into some more comfortable clothes 
that can enable us to move faster." 

"All right." Mayaka glances down at her green dress with a scowl. 

"How I hate these dresses... I always trip on them." 

"I know, Mayaka-san. Well, I will call the newspaper office right 
now ! " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The single-room apartment is dim. The thick curtains drawn over 
the windows prohibit the sunlight from entering. Two individual beds 
are placed beside each of the windows. A man with messy black hair is 
sprawled on one of them, sleeping soundly. The blanket covers not 
even a quarter of his body, since most of it is draped on the dusty 
floor. A clock hangs on the white wall, ticking quietly. The time is 
already mid-afternoon . <p> 

The door of the apartment flings open with a bang, and another man 
enters. Whistling, he puts his glasses and cabbie hat on the round 
coffee table and throws his jacket on the empty bed. Leaving the bag 
of groceries on the chair, he sighs when he sees the sleeping 
man . 

" . . ._0i_, Houtarou. You know it's already 3 o'clock, right?" Satoshi 



mutters, frowning. He mercilessly swipes the curtains aside, and the 
glaring sunlight falls directly onto Houtarou's face. 

Houtarou grimaces with irritation. Satoshi skids back, expecting a 
kick that luckily does not come. Houtarou, with the back of his hand 
pressed over his eyes, fumbles for the blanket as he groans. But the 
blanket, unfortunately, has been picked up by Satoshi. "a€|I didn't 
sleep well for the past two days, you know? Because of you, Satoshi." 
Houtarou complains. 

Satoshi chuckles. "Sorry, man. I wanted to trick that old fool so 
much. And I needed your help for that. But anyways, I think it's time 
for you to cook. I cooked three times in a row." 

"Already?" Houtarou sits up. Blinking drowsily, he realizes that he 
did not even bother to change when he returned yesterday night. Or 
was it today? Most probably, since it was past 11:30 when they 
arrived at the old aristocrat's house. Houtarou undoes some of the 
tight buttons of his white shirt. His vest is already open, with the 
monocle tucked inside its pocket. He exhales with relief after 
checking that the monocle is not broken. 

"Why did you go out anyway?" Houtarou asks. 

"...I told you before I went out," Satoshi replies. 

_He did?_ Houtarou does not even attempt to search through his murky 
memories. "Well, I was half-asleep." 

Satoshi rolls his eyes. "I wanted to see what that stupid old man had 
said about us. I went out for a newspaper and some 
groceries . " 

"Disguised as some... what? A man from the working class?" Houtarou 
studies Satoshi ' s plain clothes. 

"Yup!" Satoshi unrolls the newspaper. He starts reading the front 
page. After a moment, he guffaws. "...Just look at that! Listen to 
what he said." 

_Horie-dono claimed, "Lupin and Moriarty broke into my house while I 
was sleeping, at about 12 AM. I heard a loud noise and woke up. When 
I realized that it was them, I tried to grab onto a pistol, but Lupin 
attacked me. I lost my consciousness, and they robbed all of my 
treasures. I am so grieved, since those jewels were proof that I have 
worked so hard for yearsa€ | 

"Pfft, I bet by 'worked, ' he means 'received bribes, '" Satoshi 
derides, "I should have turned him in to the police, 
but . . . whatever . " 

Houtarou prepares to make late lunch. He takes the grocery bag from 
the coffee table and places it on the kitchen counter. After 
observing the available ingredients, he decides on pasta. He turns on 
the stove. "We already knew he would lie." 

"I know," Satoshi replies. He flips the newspaper nonchalantly to 
search for a more interesting article. Then, a rather big headline 
catches his eye. Satoshi ' s amber orbs shimmer with a twisted feeling 
of excitement. "...Houtarou, look." 



"What now?" Houtarou grumbles as Satoshi lopes toward the counter. He 
dislikes distractions. "I'm busy. Don't disturb me with your 
stupidities, or I'll put wasabi in your pasta." 

"So cold!" Satoshi exclaims dramatically. He grins and stands right 
beside Houtarou, who frowns when Satoshi nudges onto his arm. "Look, 
look, look! It seems like we'll soon have some enemies!" 

Houtarou sighs and puts down the cooking knife. "What?" He looks at 
the newspaper page that Satoshi is showing him. " . . ._THE DEBUT OF 
TOILET PAPER__? " 

"No!" Satoshi protests, appalled, "The one below that, you 
idiot ! " 

"Well, how am I supposed to know which one you're talking about if 
there are three articles on one page?" Houtarou mutters, sliding his 
eyes down to the second article. 

_IS IT FINALLY THE END OF LUPIN AND MORIARTY? _Houtarou reads 
silently. The photograph below the headline shows two young women 
with confident smiles in front of a small detective office. 

_May 11, 2005a€"Two young women have declared war against Arsene 

Lupin and Professor Moriarty, the biggest criminals in 

Japan 

"So?" Houtarou turns away, bored after only reading two lines. He 
returns to cutting the onions with the cooking knife. 

"What do you mean by 'so?' You didn't read everything, right?" 

Satoshi accuses. He gives up, folds the newspaper in half, and hurls 
it onto the coffee table. "I think it's finally gonna be 
interesting ! " 

"Isn't it the same as always? We've read an article like this over 
and over for the past ten years." 

"No, but this is definitely different." Enthusiasm seeps into 
Satoshi ' s voice. "These are trained, rich girls trying to catch us! 
That has never happened before!" 

Houtarou raises an eyebrow. "...Aren't you just excited because 
they're girls instead of guys?" 

"Come on, aren't _you_?" Satoshi chuckles. "I bet their skills will 
not be a match to ours anyway, but still. They're pretty. Especially 
the one with the bob." 

Houtarou tears his gaze away from the ingredients and narrows his 
eyes suspiciously at his friend. "If you're going to seduce women 
again, don't involve me anymore. Last time, it was horrible. If you 
are interested, _you_ go play with them. I. Don't. Care." The 
black-haired man's each word is firm. 

Satoshi pouts as he walks away from the kitchen counter. 

"...Houtarou, you're so boring. And you speak as if I'm some 
philanderer . " 



"Oh, you are not? I'm 


A surprised laugh escapes Houtarou's lips, 
sorry . " 

Satoshi crosses his arms over his chest at the bitter sarcasm. "No, I 
am clearly not a philanderer!" 

"Up until now, I think I have seen you flirt about two thousand three 
hundred twenty-eight times." 

"It was all for our own good, Houtarou. Plus, I've never gone further 
than seducing! That is actually part of my policy! I never get 
carried away because they're just my sources for wealth." 

_So you admit that you have flirted. _ "...Anyways, just don't drag me 
into your mess." 

"Fine, fine... By the way, you're going to work as a personal 
attendant of a rich family. You're starting tomorrow 
morning . " 

"What? Why all of a suddenaC"" Houtarou whirls back. "Then what are 
_you_ gonna do?" 

"I'm working too, of course. Duh . I'm gonna be the private coachman 
of the same family. But I'm starting on Monday." 

Houtarou grunts. "...And why exactly do we even have to work if we 
already have plenty of wealth sources?" 

"Where were you when we paid for this apartment?" Satoshi heaves a 
sigh. "First, the owner gave the apartment to us under the condition 
that we get jobs in order to ensure that we could pay him regularly. 
Second, this is the fifth time we moved houses in Kamiyama City to 
avoid suspicion, and you were fed up with it. If we have jobs, people 
will suspect less. Lastly, it's always fun to meet new people! We can 
more easily find a good wealth resource. This time, we're gonna be 
working for a rich family, so it's gonna be even better." 

_Fun?_ Houtarou shakes his head, resigned. The water inside the pot 
boils. "a€ i Seriously, Satoshi. Your mindset is too different from 
minea€ | " 

"I think you're just too lazy, Moriarty, " Satoshi teases, "Your motto 
proves it . " 

_If I don't have to kill someone, I don't do so. If I have to, I do 
so fast._ "That's not because I'm lazy," Houtarou retorts, "I just 
don't want to kill like a lunatic." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Chii-chan, you know?" Mayaka whispers as the two girls sit side 
by side in the coach. "I don't really want to get married. "<p> 

"You are not the only one, " Eru says, smiling empathet ically , "But my 
parents have been forcing me to meet men." 

"My parents are not forcing me yet, but they talked to me yesterday 
really seriously. Saying that I should stop acting like a child." 
Mayaka looks down at her lap. "But I just don't trust men. They seem 



to be focused only on the physique and the wealth. I can see through 
their thoughts so easily when they talk to me. Don't you too, 
Chii-chan? " 

"Well... Most men are not even allowed to talk to me, so..." Eru 
mumbles apologetically, "I'm sorry if I am not of much help in 
understanding you, Mayaka-san." 

"No, it's fine." Mayaka smiles. "Let's stop talking about this! We 
need to be prepared for Lupin and Moriarty's next crime! That is the 
most important thing right now." 

"Yes!" Eru exclaims ebulliently, pumping her fist into the air. 


* * 


* 


><p>When Eru arrives home with the coach, her butler is waiting. She 
is accompanied by several servants to her room upstairs. Her nanny, 
Sakura Fujimoto, bows courteously after a warm greeting. Eru greets 
back. Sakura helps her undress. <p> 

After Eru exits from the bath, ready to sleep, Sakura speaks to the 
young woman. "Eru-sama, remember that your personal attendant, 
Gotou-san, had to renounce because his father was ill? A new 
attendant will be coming to see you tomorrow." 

"Ah, is that so?" Eru asks, smiling, "Great. Now that you mention, 
how is Gotou-san? And his father?" 

"I have not heard from him yet. He is probably busy while taking care 
of his father . " 

"Oh. Well, thank you, Sakura-san." 

"Also, a private coachman has been hired for you." 

"I think the family's private coachman is already enough." Eru 
pauses. Disappointed, she realizes she will not be able to walk much 
through the city's streets anymore. "Sakura-san, do you think it will 
be okay if I share the private coach with Mayaka-san?" 

Sakura considers it. "I think so. After all, he will be Eru-sama 's 
private coachman. You can request anything to him." 

"All right!" 

"Would you like a warm cup of tea before you go to sleep, Eru-sama?" 
Sakura asks with a gentle smile. 

"No, I am fine. I already drank one in the office with Mayaka-san. 

You can go to sleep, Sakura-san." 

"As always, Eru-sama is so kind-hearted." Sakura bows. "Then, I will 
be returning to my room, Eru-sama. Call for me if you need 
anything . " 

"Yes. Good night, Sakura-san!" Eru beams lightly. 

"Good night, Eru-sama." 



The doors of her grand room shut close, and Eru heads to the bed. It 
was a rough daya€"organizing the detective office and ensuring that 
the phone and electricity work. She wonders if her muscles will ache 
tomorrow. Eru climbs into her silky bed, drawing the white veil 
aside. She flicks off the lights and tucks herself inside the sheets. 
A sigh escapes her. 

* As a future duchess, you must maintain your reputation, 

Eru . "_** 

She closes her violet eyes in the dark. . . ,_I promise I will maintain 
my reputation, Otou-sama.__ 

_Not by marrying a good man, but by working. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Addit ional comments: <strong> 

><strong>- The cost of newspaper in Japan is currently about 200 yen, 
and since this is in 2005, I lowered it a tiny bit.<strong> 

><strong>- A form of toilet paper was invented by a British company 
during the 1880s ! <strong> 

><strong>- I hope there's no confusion with the setting and time. It 
is as if [Japan in 2005] = [UK in Victorian era] <strong> 


End 
f ile . 



